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Artist versus Amateur 

artist, and with the universe of which these expressions are but 
reflections of unseen and unheard forces. An artist combines the 
power and responsibilities of the aristocrat with the feelings of 
an anarchist, he is the guardian of privilege and the destroyer of 
authority, the leveler of barriers and the creator of the superman, 
the leader and servant of humanity and . . . the Arch Enemy of 
the Amateur! The Artist is like all humanity, but the Amateur is 
not like the Artist. The Amateur must hang on for de-r life to 
his precious soul and resist to the last gasp the incursions of any 
outside force in which he can trace the semblance of his own nature ; 
for if anything gets in something may get out, and he won't be able 
to sort himself out afterwards. Hence the Amateur mus.? be an 
Individualist; otherwise he is doomed to extinction. . . . 

ROBERT FROST'S QUALITY 

It is not easy to define the exact quality of Robert Frost's 
poems, but a certain characteristic of The Home Stretch in 
the July Century is characteristic of them all : a sense, that is, 
of the significance of the apparently insignificant moments of 
life; he makes us feel these moments to be as important as 
they really are. It is very much like that light of permanence 
in which the "little Dutch masters" saw and painted their 
otherwise commonplace interiors. It is what Mr. Frost makes 
of his New England scenes and characters that counts. His 
imitators — of which there begin to be some — will never get 
more than a husk of externality; they might as well imitate 
Will Carleton's Farm Ballads. 

This poet never takes the bloom off the thing he gives us. 
His precision is in giving us chemicals in a state of solution, 
of inter-action, before they have crystallized or formed a new 
substance. (This, by the way, is like Tchekoff.) He does 
not overstate, he does not "characterize." His specimens are 
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not pinned to the paper. It is hardly a delight in poetry, for 
the sake of poetry, that we get from him, but a sense of life. 
His is essentially the feeling of drama— in volume, that is, 
not on the surface. What we call "dramatic" today is often 
only a superficial nervous twitching. When Robert Frost 
gives us a man we get, as it were, the shadow of his bulk 
first; his spiritual features are only gradually revealed, as a 
rock might emerge from shadow; but the man is never cut 
off or away from his surroundings. A. C. H. 

WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT? 

Rupert Brooke, whose collected Poems (John Lane) is so slight 
and yet so fine a monument to his short young life, has been honored 
signally by Yale university. The Henry Howland memorial prize 
of $1,500, every second year awarded to "the citizen of any country 
for marked distinction in literature, fine arts, or the science of gov- 
ernment," has been awarded to Rupert Brooke. Exchange 

It used to be a saying that the only good Indian was a 

dead Indian. Apparently that is the way it is with poets. 

Yet one can not help asking the ironical, fruitless question, 

"What good will this cash prize do Rupert Brooke? and how 

will it be conveyed to him ?" 
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